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A group of men in a curious mixture of uniform and undress*
came surging out of the lines of 3rd Cavalry, eyes blazing, brown
faces working.

" We will rescue our martyred comrades. To horse, brothers, to
horse! Maro! Mara! Kill! 'Kill!"

They rushed, a disorderly yelling motb, towards the stables, tossed
saddle and bridle on to the startled horses. A British officer taking
a fatal short-cut across the lines stared in amazement, started to run
toward them.

" What the deuce is all this? Rutna Singh! Manik Rao!" He
snatched at the bridle of the nearest rider. " Damn you. Answer
me. What is ail this fam as ha?"

The man wrenched his horse aside with a fierce shout, " Death to
the Fer/nghisl" The last rays of the setting sun glinted on his
ttdwar cleaving downwards; the officer fell, blood spouting from his
almost severed neck.

"Shabash, bhat! Well done, brother! A shrewd blow! Ride!
Ride! To the prison."

They clattered away at a gallop.

The troop sat rigid in their saddles, every button of their french-
grey uniform shone, ever}- buckle of harness and sword-belt was in
place. Captain Craigie faced them, stern, unafraid.

"Men!" The harsh English-accented Urdu was like the rasp of
a sword leaving its sheath. " Your companions of the 4th and 5th
troops have mutinied. They are untrue to their allegiance, to their
duty as soldiers. They have murdered Elvaston Sahib. Perhaps
others. Will you also murder me?"

A little ripple of movement swayed through the ranks like &
breeze swaying over a cornfield, but no man moved forward.

" Good. That is at least something. But will you also follow me?
Will you be true to1 your oath and ride down these murderous
mutineers?"

Again that strange little movement of hesitation and unease.
Brown eyes stared, defiant, the keen blue eyes stared them down.
A jemadar spoke suddenly.

" Sahib, you have led us in war and play. You have never failed
us yet. Neither will we fail you." He half turned in his saddle to
address the silent, watchful ranks behind him. " What say you,
brothers? Craigie Sahib is our father and our mother. Shall we not
follow him even unto death?"

A hesitation, felt rather than heard: a murmur of assent,
strengthening. A voice, " Yea, verily, even unto death/'